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her at the Capitol by the Academy of Arca-
dians ; she listened to a Latin sonnet composed
in her honor, and read with emotion a trans-
lation, somewhat mediocre to be sure, which
she made in French verse of a sonnet on the
death of Jesus Christ by MinzonL

This journey was a revelation of Nature to
her to a degree in which she could feel its
beauties. " One sees the sea and Vesuvius,
and one forgets then all one knows of men/'
says Corinne; and Corinne is in her proper
rdle. But Madame de Stael on her part had
rather less enthusiasm for it " If it were not a
simple human duty," she confessed to a friend,
" I would not open my window for a first view
of the Bay of Naples half as soon as I would
travel five hundred leagues to talk with a
clever man whom I do not know.11 She did
not go about Italy, like Chateaubriand, looking
for imagery; what she brought back was only
got at second hand, conjured at command and
cut out in relief without light and shade. She
preferred to simple Nature what she called the
historic lands, Italy charmed her with its
ruins and the magnificent setting she provided
for the tragedies of the soul. The Italians in-
terested but did not charm her. She noted
the ease of their customs, the facility with
which among them one gains entrance to the